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I know with Apollo you've flirted, And the Muses grew jealous at last, His Godship they found you'd diverted And fancied, God knows, what had pass'd.
But from me not a word should transpire I hate to make Ladies fall out, And with pleasure would soften their Ire Since whenever you're mentioned, they Pout.
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This secret I ne'er had disclosed But your friendly regard for my health Such a debt on my feelings impos'd That I could not discharge it by stealth.
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Else under good Jackson's enclosure I'd have sent a polite formal letter But sure by this serious disclosure I acquit what I owe you the better.
Then Adieu, fair Eliza, take warning Immortals in cunning surpass us And those Prudes, in Sol's absence some morning May get you black-balled at Parnassus.
Your Ladyship's most obliged and faithfull servant,
CARMARTHEN.rov'd
